QUAD 


^ 


©^ — lAr^ 


QUAD      1960 


volume  2 
number  1 


Literary  Magazine  of  Birmingham -Southern  College,  Birmingham, 
Alabama  /  Published  Twice  Yearly  by  Birmingham -Southern 
Students,  As  a  Means  of  Cultural  and   Literary   Expression 


Co-Editors 

Jacqueline  Skinner 
Jessie  Shelburne 


Business  Manager 

Howard  Smith 


Faculty  Advisor 

Dr.  Howard  Creed 


i  — 


Editorial 


Quad,  now  in  its  second  year  of  revitalization,  is,  we  believe, 
both  the  motivation  and  the  means  for  self-expression  on  our 
campus.  Its  purpose  is  to  create  in  the  students  of  this  college  a 
desire  for  creativity — for  imaginative  writing  and  art  work,  which 
can  be  utilized  only  by  a  publication  of  this  type. 

Often  there  is  the  tendency  to  disregard  the  real  value  of  a 
campus  literary  magazine,  considering  it  unimportant  because  it 
appeals  only  to  a  limited  number  of  people.  Yet,  to  fulfill  the 
objective  of  publishing  the  best  literary  and  artistic  efforts  of  our 
students,  it  must  necessarily  be  limited  in  its  appeal.  Extremely 
popular  a  literary  magazine  can  never  be,  for  in  gaining  wide- 
spread popularity  it  consequently  loses  its  selectivity. 

It  is  hoped  that  something  of  value  may  be  found  in  this 
magazine — whether  it  is  an  appreciation  of  creative  ability  and 
rational  thinking,  a  discovery  of  diverse  ideas,  a  new  evaluation 
of  self  and  others,  or  a  picture  of  current  thoughts  and  beliefs. 
From  its  rude  beginnings  may  Quad  continue  to  strive  for  higher 
quality  and  to  develop  on  our  campus  into  an  adequate  medium 
of  student  expression,  a  self-sufficient  enterprise  and  a  definite 
contribution  to  the  cause  of  art  in  our  highly  scientific  world. 

With  these  ideas  in  mind,  we  wish  to  dedicate  this  first  issue 
of  1960  to  the  memory  of  the  late  Henry  T.  Shanks,  former  dean 
of  the  college  and  head  of  the  history  department,  who  was  always 
willing  to  share  the  enthusiasm  of  students  in  literary  as  well 
as  scholastic  endeavors. 
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Resort 


WILLIAM  POSEY 

with  life  so  vexing 

perplexing 

completely  unsolvable 
conflict  the  factor  deciding  everyone's  character 
my  63rd  great  grandfather 

conceived  an  idea 

to  help  mankind 
making  rich  and  famous  his  own  kind 


observing  frustration  as  a  universal 
grandpap  #63 

after  years  of  planning 

travels  and  practical  trials 
discussions 

the  original  dream 
devised  a  practical  mass  therapy 


If  people 

grandpap  reasoned 
could  learn  truly 

truly  learn  how  to  swim 
confidently 

thru  water 

and  life 


a  building  was  raised 

complete  with  pool 

advertising  went  out 

Recommend  for  all 

LEARN  TO  SWIM 

located  on  the  eastern  shore  of  the 

mediterranean  sea 

ideal  climate 

12  excellent  teachers 

builds  the  body 

develops  confidence 

relief  from  the  strife  of  life. 


business  at  first  a  success 

especially  with  the  local  boys 
but 

before  grandpap  could  relax 
the  authorities  caught  and  finished  him  off 
NO  LICENSE!!! 
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saving  the  concern 

young  #53  built  a  right  and  left  wing 

with  pools 
a  pool  for  the  salts 
a  pool  for  the  freshes 
the  main  building  for  the  loyal  conservatives 

time  brought  many  such  conflicts 
no  problem  now 

#53  had  found  the  solution 


"a  deeper  pool" 

upper  and  lower  floors  on  the  wings 
"new  chemicals" 

other  wings 
"opposite  sexes  should  not  swim  in  the  same  pool!" 
more  pools, 

smaller 
"not  enough  change" 

repaint  the  rooms 

new  curtains 
"too  old  fashion" 

high  dives  for  the  pools 

with  development 

problem  solving 
advertising  increased 

local 
national 
hemisphere 
known  world 

celebrities  pour  in 

demanding  this 

that 
special  accommodations 
a  king  named  henry 

had  a  penthouse  built 


we  were  big 

people  liked  us 
more  people  looked  than  swam 

but  still  they  came 

important  people 

demonstrating  their  importance 
followed  henry  the  king 

giving  things  in  their  name 


granddad  #62 

young 
daring 

impressed  with  his  dad 
carried  the  operation  underground 

granddad  #61 

bribed  a  clerk 
starting  the  business 

legally  on  its  way 

business  was  great 

excellent  returns 
returning,  satisfied  customers 
license  no  problem 

granddad  #58 

member  of  the  local  social  elite 
celebrated  personality 
famous 

rich 

"too  good  to  be  true" 

commented  grandpap  #57 

in  his  first  board  meeting 

keeping  with  his  prediction 

granddad  #54 
faced  a  crisis 

patrons  were  split 

"Fresh  water  pool" 

"Fool!!,  salt  water  satisfied  the  founder" 
"There  must  be  progress" 

"The  maker  did  not  mean  it  so" 

however 

business  did  not  drop 

new  patrons  were  attracted 

interested  in  the  discussion 
took  sides 

having  no  time  to  relax 

swim 
granddad  #54 
passed  on  well  before  his  time 


one  of  these  gifts 

accepted  by  granddad  #10 
really  hurt  the  business 

another  king 

this  one  called  james 
didn't  approve  of  our  driveway 
long 
rough 

hard  to  find 

james  had  a  driveway  built 

starting  and  reaching  the  same  point 
but  different 

longer 
wider 

more  beautiful 
ornate 

lined  with  burning  torches 

economy -minded  folks 

not  aware  of  our  reasonable  rates 
were  frightened  away  by  all  the  glamour 

the  rich 

seeing  the  poor 

stopping  to  ponder 
gape 
decided  we  were  far  too  low  class 

advertising  again  helped 

business  back  to  normal 
but 

a  larger  problem  arose 
people  had  long  since  quit  swimming 

were  now  tired  of  looking 

a  survey  revealed 

the  place  was  too  crowded 

too  big 

too  ugly 

too  old  fashioned 

offered  no  new  attractions 

we  could  offer  only  the  last 

stocked  our  pools  with  fish 
now 

get 

something  out  of  the  retreat 
something  to  take  home 
something  to  show  others 
business 

through  excellent  advertising 
increased  again 

fishing  swept  the  world 

everyone  was  on  his  knees 

looking  for  worms 
making  his  pilgrimage 
walking  along  the  original  pool 
remembering  the  old  founder 
who  couldn't  (and  wouldn't)  recognize  his  brain-child 
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other  problems 

too  many  people 

too  many  noises 
fish  wouldn't  bite 

people  still  fished 

looking  for  that  fish  that  would  end  all  fishing 
making  their  pilgrimage 

remembering  the  old  master 
swapping  their  fish  tales 


business  never  better 

still  a  few  people 

bored  with  the  fish  tales 
swim  in  the  pools 

are  laughed  at 
screamed  at 

condemned 


the  masses  continue 

sitting 

looking 
remembering  the  master 

telling  their  fish  tales 
and 

everybody  knows  about  fish  tales 
just  everybody  knows  about  fish  tales 


What  is  the  American  Way? 


TOM  REEVES 


"Oh  beautiful  for  spacious  skies,  for  amber  waves 
of  grain,  for  purple  mountain  majesties  above  the  fruited 
plain.  America,  America!"  This  is  an  adequate  de- 
scription of  the  American  continent,  but  it  should  not 
blot  out  another,  less  picturesque  America — the  America 
of  American  people. 

This  America  is  the  starving  child  whose  mother 
is  a  prostitute  catering  only  to  the  greatest  New  York 
business  firms,  but  leaving  her  own  issue  in  a  Brooklyn 
slum. 

It  is  the  mutilated  Negro  lying  on  the  street  or  in 
the  gutter  of  a  Mississippi  town,  the  Ku  Klu  Klan  meet- 
ing by  torch  light  in  rural  setting  to  map  new  ways  of 
hatred  and  intimidation.  It  is  the  millions  of  men  and 
women  riding  subways,  reading  mystery  novels,  or 
watching  television  in  pacific  self-assurance  while 
plagues  of  injustice,  prejudice,  immorality,  and  inter- 
national insanity  threaten  to  engulf  the  world  in  which 
they  live. 

America  is  a  few  fanatic  lunatics  or  selfish  politi- 
cians leading  with  them  in  their  fanaticism  and  cor- 
ruption a  mass  of  opiated  beings — men  and  women  who 
just  don't  give  a  damn. 

America  is  the  Juvenile  "Correction"  Home  where 
the  young  boy  of  thirteen  left  to  the  care  of  the  state 
must  learn  the  ways  of  this  world  from  a  seventeen - 
year-old  sadist  who  lives  beside  him.  And  America  is 
a  million  teenagers  racing  cars  at  midnight  and  learning 
vices  and  gangland  habits  previously  reserved  for  gang- 
sters, but  now  accepted  as  normal  recreative  activity  by 
much  of  their  society  and  abandoned  as  hopeless  de- 
linquency by  the  rest. 

America  is  the  place  where  laborers  and  their  em- 
ployers alike  want  power  and  wealth  at  all  cost;  where 
a  non-union  member  in  Kentucky  is  chased  and  hunted 
until  he  gasps  for  breath,  falls,  and  is  murdered  in  his 
stumbling. 

America  is  even  the  group  of  camera  -  wielding, 
sports-shirted  tourists  abroad,  impressing  upon  the  na- 
tives the  ideas  of  American  superiority  and  "foreign" 
inferority. 

This  is  modern  American  reality,  the  practice  of 
its  people  acting  blindly  in  groups  and  sections,  self- 
ishly in  proud  fragments  and  factions,  but  not  as  indi- 
viduals or  honest  members  of  the  human  race. 

What,  then,  of  American  high  ideals?  Are  they 
not  living  still  in  the  policies  of  our  government?  The 
federal  government  devours  with  all  possible  speed  the 
liberties  of  her  constituent  states;  she  centralizes,  antag- 
onizes, and  un-subsidizes  until  another  log  is  cast  upon 
the  all-consuming  fire  of  the  growing  central  power. 

On  the  international  scene,  America  also  speaks. 
She  ignores  the  pleas  for  help  that  come  from  brave 
Tibet  or  daring  Hungary,  but  she  fixes  an  election  in 
the  Philippines  or  backs  a  dictator  in  Cuba.    First  she 


scorns  an  Arab  ruler  as  a  vicious  tyrant  and  a  modern 
Hitler,  then  she  calls  him  the  democratic  champion  of 
the  East.  Is  this  honesty,  is  it  in  keeping  with  American 
republican  philosophies?  Whether  it  is  or  not,  it  is  a 
part  of  American  policy  and  practice. 

There  is  another  American  way  quite  different  from 
this.  It  was  conceived  in  the  minds  of  great  statesmen 
and  patriots.  It  has  been  kept  alive  by  the  tradition 
of  the  American  mind.  Occasionally,  it  is  evidenced  by 
heroic  national  action  as  in  both  World  Wars.  Con- 
stantly, it  is  mirrored — however  faintly — in  the  warmth 
and  hospitality  of  the  inner  American  soul.  Americans 
must  save  this  way  of  life  and  principle  from  the  very 
present  threat  of  death  at  the  hands  of  the  imposter 
parading  in  its  place.  The  imposter  Americanism  must 
die  if  the  better  America  is  to  live. 

America  has  had  violence  and  evils  from  the  begin- 
ning of  her  great  expansion  when  pioneering  was  her 
spirit.  Historians  tell  us  that  this  is  perfectly  natural 
for  a  land  constantly  changing  frontiers.  But  now 
America  is  mature  and  must  carry  mature  responsibili- 
ties. She  takes  now  the  position  of  Rome,  but  she  must 
not  be  Roman.  Like  Rome,  she  can  carry  the  fate  of 
a  world,  but  unlike  Rome,  she  must  not  carry  that 
world  to  darkness. 

This,  then,  is  the  crisis.  This  is  America's  hour, 
but  she  will  not  gain  victory  in  that  hour  by  self-assur- 
ance. When  a  man  cannot  see  his  faults,  he  fails.  When 
a  nation  cannot  see  its  inadequacies,  it  falls.  Patriotism 
to  principles  must  take  the  place  of  patriotism  rooted  in 
national  expedience.  America  must  educate  her  people 
in  love  and  honesty,  not  half-truths  and  paradoxes. 
She  cannot  expect  to  teach  her  sons  in  time  of  peace 
the  will  to  kill  on  the  battlefields,  and  hope  to  make 
them  meek  and  humble  youths  at  home.  If  America 
is  true  to  herself  in  all  events,  she  cannot  be  false  to 
the  world  that  awaits  her  decision  hopefully. 

The  present  crisis  calls  us  to  replace  pride,  section- 
alisms, and  segmentisms  with  the  real  American  Way; 
to  take  the  life  and  soul  of  brotherhood  that  God  created 
and  that  the  Constitution  remembered  and  make  it  un- 
fettered by  boundary,  un-enslaved  by  restrictions  of 
race  and  creed,  and  un-captured  by  pre-supposed  loyal- 
ties and  prejudices. 

One  united  America  must  now  seek  to  unite  the 
world  in  common  and  equal  justice.  This  is  one  world 
and  for  it  to  be  ours,  all  that  is  ours  must  belong  to  it. 
May  America  forget  her  patriotism  and  her  false  pride, 
and  remember  the  cause  for  which  her  fathers  were 
slain. 

Then,  and  only  then,  will  the  beautiful  spacious 
skies,  the  amber  waves  of  grain,  the  purple  mountain 
majesties,  and  the  fruited  plain  be  rightfully  ours  as 
well  as  God's,  and  the  American  Way,  God's,  as  well 
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Hunters  Secret 

a  short  short  short  story 

CHARLES  MARLIN 

Do  you  like  to  hunt?  Well,  I  do,  and  my  friends  are  always 
coaxing  me  to  take  them  along  on  one  of  my  many  expeditions. 
Actually,  I  like  having  friends  accompany  me  on  my  hunting 
trips,  but  I  would  not  disclose  this  fact  to  anyone  other  than  you. 
One  particular  friend,  as  I  recall,  expressed  a  sincere  and  earnest 
desire  to  travel  with  me  on  my  next  jaunt.  I  consented  to  this 
idea  of  companionship  only  after  many  pretended  excuses  and 
arguments  which  I  felt  were  necessary  to  protect  my  secret.  I 
assured  him  that  it  would  be  quite  all  right  for  him  to  accompany 
me,  provided  that  he  would  take  care  of  his  share  of  the  chores 
around  camp.  This  was  agreed  upon,  and  the  following  Monday 
morning,  well  before  daybreak,  we  set  out.  After  three  days  in 
the  bush,  I  returned  to  the  city — alone. 

How  was  he  to  know  I  was  a  homicidal  maniac? 
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Epitaph 


LEE  FESPERMAN 


While  coffee  brews  in  distant  pots, 

Men  sit  and  talk  of  philosophes, 

And  grow  their  beards  and  wait  their  deaths, 

And  dry  and  shrink  to  greasy  spots. 

They  leave  no  haze  to  show  their  breaths; 
They  leave  no  stones  to  mark  their  deaths; 
They  leave  but  dirty,  blackened  pots 
That  show  that  they  had  coffeed  breaths. 


When  Time  Explodes 

LEE  FESPERMAN 

When  time  explodes  and  death  removes  his  mask, 

Then  man  will  know  his  rightful  place 

And  how  the  stars  are  made, 

Formed  by  the  slashing  blade; 

And  man  will  look  upon  the  face 

Of  death  and  know  his  finished  task. 
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The  Death  of  Toto  Me  Shen 


JESSIE  SHELBURNE 


You  would  have  thought  that  almost  twenty-four 
years  as  a  cop  on  a  beat  would  have  made  me  used 
to  anything  the  old  city  could  swing  me  way,  but,  no, 
I  guess  the  old  girl  can  still  throw  a  hooker  or  two. 
Anyhow,  the  first  time  I  ran  into  that  O'Hoolahan  kid, 
I  could  feel  trouble  even  before  it  hit. 

I  was  standing  at  185th  and  noticing  how  beastly 
quiet  it  was,  I  took  out  me  pocket  watch  to  make  sure 
of  the  time.  Sure,  it  was  only  one  twenty,  and  ought 
not  to  be  so  quiet  so  early  in  the  a.m.  All  of  a  sudden 
the  alley  behind  Vincent's  Grocery-Meats,  Produce  and 
Drinks  of  All  Kinds,  was  full  of  clattering  cans,  angry 
screaming  and  the  determined  bark  of  a  dog.  I  hot- 
footed it  on  down  there  and  wheeled  around  the  corner 
just  in  time  to  collide  with  a  sixty-eight  pound  kid 
and  a  black  dog.  All  three  of  us  looked  puzzled  and 
surprised  as  we  sat  on  the  pavement  looking  in  each 
other's  eye. 

Mr.  Vincent  growls  me  way,  "Now  look,  O'Stean! 
I  pay  my  taxes,  and  your  salary,  too,  and  I  want  pro- 
tection from  these  gangs  of  kids  like  this — one.  He's 
been  around  my  store  once  too  often,  and  I  mean  for 
it  to  quit,  ya  hear?" 

While  I  was  waiting  for  Mr.  Vincent's  blood  pres- 
sure to  finish  percolating,  I  got  up  off  the  street,  dusted 
myself  off,  and  put  me  hand  on  the  kid's  shoulder.  I 
asked  Mr.  Vincent  to  lower  his  voice  and  to  explain 
from  the  beginning.  We — Mr.  Vincent,  the  kid,  the 
dog  and  me — walked  back  single  file  up  the  alley,  past 
the  empty  beer  cans,  the  rows  of  tenement  garbage  cans 
and  the  stacked  empty  cola  cases  to  the  back  door  of 
the  store.  We  went  inside  and  sat  around  the  kitchen 
table.  Vincent  made  some  coffee,  and  he  and  I  drank 
it  slowly  down.  The  kid  sat  in  a  chair  and  gazed  at 
me  with  a  dark  stare. 

"Now,  Vincent,  what's  all  the  trouble  about?  You 
know  it's  one  twenty.  Why  aren't  you  asleep  in  bed?" 
Vincent  paused,  took  another  gulp  of  coffee,  wiped  his 
mouth  with  the  back  of  his  hand  and  stated  his  case. 

"That  young  tough  over  there  broke  into  my 
kitchen  and  started  to  rough  me  up.    For  no  reason 


at  all,  I  tell  ya,  he  flies  into  me,  swinging  all  the  time. 
Well,  I  ought  to  take  the  back  of  my  hand  to  him, 
that's  what.  Why,  the  dog  and  me,  we  didn't  know 
what  to  make  of  the  young  punk.    He's  all  fouled  up." 

The  kid  sat  still  in  the  high-backed  rocker  and 
did  not  talk.  He  kept  glowering  at  me  and  Vincent 
from  under  his  close-knit  brows.  Well,  in  so  many 
words,  I  told  Vincent  to  keep  his  dog  penned  up,  to  go 
to  bed  early  instead  of  watching  the  late  show  on  TV, 
and  that  I  would  watch  out  for  kids  like  this  one,  so 
his  store  would  be  O.K.  in  the  future. 

I  walked  the  kid  back  out  of  the  alley  and  up  to 
185th.  We  didn't  talk  until  we  reached  the  corner  street 
light. 

"Well,  sir,"  I  questioned,  "will  you  be  telling  me 
the  side  of  this  story  which  you  yourself  know?" 

"Vincent — I  hate  him.  He's  a  liar.  I  hate  him — 
the  swine."  This  all  came  out  with  a  tight,  bitter  sound 
from  one  so  young. 

"Now,  now,  me  lad.  Tell  me  about  it.  And  what 
are  you  doing  up  and  about  so  late?" 

"I  can't — I  can't  go  home." 

"And  why  not?" 

"My  pop's  on  a  bender,  and  when  he  gets  loaded, 
he  beats  me.  I  hurt  all  over  for  long  spells  and  I  don't 
want  to  hurt  no  more." 

"Well,  now,  sonny  boy,  and  what  were  you  doing 
in  Vincent's  alley?" 

"Just  walking." 

"And  you  passed  by  his  back  screen  door  and  what 
did  you  hear  or  see?" 

"He  had  his  belt  to  the  dog.  I  wish  I  had — well, 
I  wanted  him  to  stop  and  I  didn't  want  him  to  hurt 
the  dog  and  so,  I  guess — " 

"You  tried  to  stop  him,  huh?" 

"Yeah." 
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We  had  walked  the  three  blocks  to  my  call  box 
and  I  stopped  and  phoned  in.  "All's  quiet,  sergeant. 
See  you  boys  at  five." 

I  told  the  boy  to  go  on  home  and  stay  out  of 
trouble.  He  disappeared  into  the  dark,  and  that  was 
my  first  encounter  with  Joseph  Patrick  O'Hoolahan. 

The  hot  city  summer  fanned  itself  out  into  an 
early  autumn  and  lots  of  rain.  The  City  Central 
Bank — the  upcity  branch — was  robbed  of  $100,000  plus, 
and  some  of  the  boys  from  the  185th  were  moved  in 
on  the  case,  but  yours  truly  still  walked  the  night  shift 
beat — 10:00  p.m.  to  5:00  a.m.  in  the  same  neighbor- 
hood. 

I  had  stopped  off  at  the  Blue  Tulip  for  a  smoke 
and  some  coffee.  Mike,  the  waiter,  and  I  were  talking 
about  the  times.  It  was  late  and  we  had  the  place  all 
to  ourselves. 

"You  seen  the  papers,  O'Stean?" 

"And  what  have  you  in  mind,  Mike,  me  boy?  The 
Dodgers  rating  third  place — the  President's  new  budget 
— the  new  movie  queen's  visit?" 

"No — no.  This  here.  See,  about  the  famous  dog. 
Says  here  he  eats  nothing  but  lobster  claws  and  young 
imported  bean  shoots.  Can  you  beat  that?  And  take  a 
look  at  his  kisser.  Why,  the  poor  mutt  must've  run 
into  a  brick  wall." 

"Ah,  Mike.  Have  you  not  heard  of  a  Pekinese 
dog  before?  This  one  you're  referring  to  is  a  Pekinese 
dog,  the  gift  of  the  Chinese  ambassador  to  the  Princess- 
to-be,  Yat-so-not.  This  kind  of  a  dog  here  is  a  symbol 
of  royalty  and  is  very  high  class.  Why,  it  says  here 
that  he's  raised  in  a  house  of  velvet  on  a  cushion  of 
silk." 

Mike  almost  sneezed  at  such  goings  on.  He  laughed 
and  eased  his  chair  back  from  the  table.  He  began  to 
wipe  the  table  top  smooth  with  his  mop  cloth  and  I 
left  for  the  next  round  of  me  beat.  When  I  phoned  in 
at  three,  the  sergeant's  bass  voice  sounded  off. 

"Where  ya  been,  ya  lazy  coot?  I  got  a  call  for  you. 
Now  wake  up  and  listen.  We  got  an  all  points  out 
for  a  dog  that's  disappeared.  Yeah,  yeah,  you  heard 
right.  That  royal  pooch  of  the  Chinese  ambassador's 
has  flown  the  coop.  He's  lost  and  the  chief  is  down 
the  captain's  neck,  and  he's  on  mine  and  I'm  on  yours, 
so  get  busy  and  look  for  the  mutt.  You  got  it?  O.K. 
O.K.   So  long." 

"Ah,  life.  Mine  seems  to  be  wrapped  up  in  a  series 
of  boys  and  dogs."  I  looked  for  the  dog  along  me  beat, 
but  where  would  a  Pekinese  be  at  three  a.m.  on  a 
rainy  morning  in  a  city  of  six  million  people? 

The  next  night  at  the  Blue  Tulip  Mike  was  about 
to  pop  over  the  dog's  disappearance. 


"Suppose  he's  been  kidnapped  or  dognapped,  or 
whatever  and  some  mugs  is  holding  him  for  ransom. 
Why,  that's  a  federal  offense!  Why,  the  whole  country 
might  have  a  war — over  a  dog  yet!  And  that  poor  kid. 
the  princess.  Why,  she  won't  even  get  married  without 
the  dog.  Says  the  gods  won't  approve.  What'll  we 
do?"  Mike  threw  up  his  hands  in  hopeless  desperation 
and  I  thought  that  the  dog  had  better  be  found  soon 
or  a  lot  of  people  would  go  crazy,  including  me — 
Angus  O'Stean. 

Well,  now,  I  was  walking  along  later  on  and 
stopped  to  listen  to  the  drizzle  of  the  fog  and  rain.  I 
thought  to  myself  that  my  feet  were  so  warm  and  dry 
in  my  new  sox  in  my  rain  shoes.  All  of  a  sudden,  I 
heard  a  munching  sound  and  then,  silence — nothing 
but  the  fizzle  of  the  rain  on  the  wet  street. 

"O'Stean,  is  that  you?"  A  voice  from  out  of  the 
misty  dark  came  at  me. 

"Sure  and  it  is.   And  who  be  you?" 

Silence. 

"Who  is  it  there?" 

Who  should  appear  out  of  the  dark  alley  but  Jo- 
seph Patrick  O'Hoolahan  with  none  other  than  the 
Chinese  ambassador's  lost  Pekinese  under  his  arm. 

"Where  did  you  find  the  pup,  me  boy?" 

"Down  by  the  el  tracks.   I've  been  feeding  him." 

"And  where  did  you  get  the  money  for  lobster  claw 
and — and  imported  bean  shoots,  me  lad?" 

"I  was  feeding  him  corn  flakes  and  hamburgers. 
He  liked  them.    See?" 

We  went  into  the  alley.  Beside  a  packing  case, 
I  could  see  an  empty  cereal  box,  a  milk  carton  and  a 
paper  wrapper  from  Limpson's  Delictessen. 

"You  fed  the  dog  all  this — and  he  ate  it?" 

"Yeah.  Sure,  sure." 

Well,  it  appeared  to  me  that  Joseph  Patrick 
O'Hoolahan  was  the  savior  of  the  day,  or  night.  We 
called  in  to  the  station  from  the  Blue  Tulip,  and  the 
boy,  the  dog  and  I  rode  over  to  the  Chinese  ambassa- 
dor's in  a  squad  car.    All  three  of  us  were  very  excited. 

All  three  of  us  were  ushered  into  the  waiting  room 
and  asked  to  be  seated.  Soon,  a  young  Chinese  ap- 
peared and  informed  us  that,  though  it  was  very  late, 
the  Princess -to -be,  Yat-so-not,  who  was  so  eager  to 
see  all  those  concerned  with  the  fate  of  her  pet,  would 
receive  us  in  the  Yellow  Sun  Room.    We  went  in. 

I  took  my  hat  off,  but  the  kid  forgot,  since  he  was 
holding  the  dog  and  in  the  presence  of  a  real  princess. 

(Continued  on  Page  18) 
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Leaves  Drift  with  the  Wind 

CHARLES  H.  HUDGINS 

Leaves  drift  with  the  wind  .  .  . 
.  .  .  fallen  from  the  tree 

.  .  .  bright  with  glorious  colors 
.  .  .  and  gay. 

Leaves  dance  with  the  wind  . .  . 

.  .  .  spinning  slowly  like  a  daydream 

that  dispells  the  rigors  of  reality; 
.  .  .  whispering  softly  like  echoes 

from  summer  dreams; 
.  .  .  rustling  merrily  like  a  familiar  laugh 

that  memory  cherishes; 
.  .  .  fluttering  gaily  like  thoughts  of  love 

flitting  through  young  hearts 

and  glowing  in  smiling  eyes; 
.  .  .  gliding  silently  like  a  dream. 

Leaves  race  with  the  wind  .  .  . 

.  .  .  swiftly,  like  fleeting  years 
that  span  the  arc  of  life. 

Leaves  yield  to  the  wind  .  .  . 

.  .  .  reluctantly,  like  memories  of  green  years 
when  youth  was  strength 
to  challenge  the  world; 

.  .  .  hopelessly,  like  cherished  ambitions 
crushed  beneath  the  heel  of  Fate; 

.  .  .  sadly,  like  a  lonely  one 
who  walked  in  crowds 
and  never  saw  a  smile; 

. .  .  pathetically,  like  one 

who  searched  and  never  found, 
who  listened  and  never  heard, 
who  looked  and  never  saw, 
who  existed  but  never  lived. 

Leaves  drift  with  the  wind  .  . . 
. .  .  fall  to  the  earth 
...  as  I  die. 
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Winter  Time  Trees 

BEN  PRICE 
I  like  winter-time  trees. 
At  the  beginning  of  day  I  don't 
Usually  notice  them. 
But  in  the  late  afternoon 
Between  the  sunset  and  me 
Their  black  nakedness  becomes 
Quite  noticeable. 

The  leaves  are  all  gone  from  them; 
And,  though  left  alone 
They  remain. 

Maybe  like  buildings  before  they 
Get  finished  being  built, 
Or  a  model  airplane  before  it 
Gets  the  outsides  on. 
I  like  spring-time  trees,  too. 
But  they're  just  winter-time  trees 
With  leaves  on. 
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Does  America  Need  a  Queen? 


What  this  country  needs  is  a  young 
and  beautiful  Queen.  Here  we  are 
sprawled  all  over  the  landscape  from 
Alaska  to  Key  West,  divided  by  two 
political  parties,  many  religions,  and 
the  atrocious  variations  of  our  mother 
tongue. 

The  festering  spots  in  our  society 
today  are  indicated  by  the  books  we 
read.  If  we  really  believe  in  The  De- 
cline of  the  American  Male,  The  Crack 
in  the  Picture  Window  and  On  the 
Road,  that  is  most  disquieting.  Quo 
vadimus? 

There's  much  soul-searching  about, 
even  trickling  down  to  the  lower  eche- 
lons. The  sickening  commercials  which 
describe  the  American  Way  of  Life  as 
more  time  to  drink  beer  and  eat  hot 
dogs  in  the  patio  are  beginning  to  make 
us  all  squirm.  Conformity  has  gotten 
to  be  such  a  bad  word  since  The  Or- 
ganization Man  that  I  expect  the  armed 
services  to  start  having  trouble  keeping 
their  rookies  in  uniform. 

What  can  we  do  to  put  Father  back 
at  the  head  of  the  table?  Put  Mother 
back  in  the  kitchen?  Not  so  easy;  she 
has  learned  her  way  around  the  super- 
market, and  it  doesn't  take  all  day  to 
prepare  Instant  Dinner.  If  she  already 
dominates  the  P.T.A.,  Garden  and 
Bridge  Clubs,  as  well  as  Father,  what 
she  needs  is  a  new  goal.  I  have  a 
sneaky  suggestion;  let's  set  Mother  to 
bringing  femininity  back  in  style. 

Since  Americans  appear  to  worship 
Youth,  Sex  and  Conspicuous  Consump- 
tion, in  that  order,  I  propose  to  unite 
the  divergent  elements  of  the  country 
under  one  banner,  that  of  a  beautiful 
young  girl  riding  down  Pennsylvania 
Avenue  in  a  solid  gold  coach  as  the 
Marine  Band  plays  a  schmaltzy  waltz. 
If  the  Fisher  Body  people  can't  handle 
that  assignment,  they'd  better  take  that 
coach  off  their  trade  marjc. 

Our  Queen  would  not  replace,  but 
would  be  supplementary  to,  our  pres- 
ent head  of  government.  She  would  be 
much  sought  after,  I  am  sure,  for  good- 


HELEN  MABRY 

will  tours  (who  would  stone  a  beautiful  lady?),  for  cornerstone 
layings  and  opening  of  labor  conventions.  (Can't  you  see  Jimmy 
Hoffa  kissing  hands?) 

She  could  attend  summit  meetings  and  shed  an  aura  of  gen- 
tility over  the  scene  before  leaving  the  gentlemen  to  their  cigars, 
brandy  and  brass  knuckles. 

Where  are  we  to  find  this  paragon?  This  is  the  meat  of  the 
whole  idea;  in  this  country  we  grow  queens.  There  are  approxi- 
mately 17  million  females  between  the  ages  of  15  and  25,  with 
about  half  unmarried.  Most  of  them  have  mothers.  Breathes 
there  a  red-blooded  American  mother  who  doesn't  believe  her 
daughter  was  meant  to  be  a  Queen? 

The  Queen  shall  be  elected  every  four  years  along  with  the 
president  and  vice-president.  Each  political  party  shall  choose 
its  own  candidate,  and  the  feminine  members  of  the  National 
Committees  shall  hold  the  bathing  suit  contest  in  private  to  be 
sure  that  the  candidates  are  in  good  shape  for  the  office.  The 
candidates  for  Queen  shall  make  no  campaign  speeches,  will  sit 
on  the  platform,  throw  kisses,  and  be  gracious  to  the  press.  She 
must  be  young,  beautiful  and  shapely,  but  of  modest  decorum,  no 
cheesecake  allowed.  There  shall  be  a  thorough  intellectual  screen- 
ing to  assure  fitness  for  the  post.  The  Queen,  after  all,  is  to  rep- 
resent Our  Ideal  Lady. 

The  throne  will  be  vacated  to  make  way  for  a  new  Queen 
every  four  years,  and  the  old  one  steps  down  to  matrimony,  public 
relations,  or  the  information  desk  at  the  library.  Each  state  shall 
supply  two  ladies-in-waiting  with  qualifications  equal  to  the 
Queen's. 

Will  Americans  like  curtseying,  saying,  "Your  Majesty,"  and 
walking  backward  out  of  the  room?  Not  all  of  them.  But  we've 
never  been  unanimous  in  anything,  even  the  Revolution  of  1776. 

The  disillusioned  intellectuals  aren't  going  to  like  her  with 
their  brains,  but  sex  appeal  should  break  through  that  barrier. 
And  who  listens  to  them,  anyway? 

All  over  the  country  mothers  will  be  hiding  the  blue  jeans 
from  their  budding  daughters,  washing  their  mouths  with  soap, 
teaching  them  respect  for  their  elders,  and  like  Scarlett's  Mammy, 
reminding  them  to  be  "Ladies!" 

Promising  girls  will  be  bulldozed  into  courses  of  languages, 
history,  geography  and  protocol.  Domestic  science  will  be  required 
for  all  little  girls.  Music,  art,  dancing  and  the  greatest  art,  listen- 
ing, will  be  major  subjects. 

We  won't  need  to  watch  the  production  graph  at  Detroit  so 
closely.  There  will  be  spirally  soaring  sales  of  books  and  cosmetics 
to  give  our  economy  an  upward  nudge. 

That  lug  in  the  patio  with  the  beer  will  have  to  brush  up  on 
his  romantic  poets  before  he  goes  courting,  and  Mother  will  say 
"Sir"  to  Father. 

Intelligence  will  become  fashionable,  manners  the  mode,  and 
who  can  bother  about  conformity  when  trying  to  excel? 

I  foresee  a  whole  generation  of  soft-spoken  beauties  capable 
of  discussing  current  events,  rendering  a  musical  selection,  choos- 
ing the  right  wine,  or  listening  hungrily. 

Eugenically  speaking,  how  could  we  lose? 
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To  Describe  a  House 


BEN  PRICE 


A  man  was  asked  to  describe  a  house. 

He  had  never  seen  one 

But  he  had  heard  that  a  house  had  four  walls, 

So  he  said,  "Come." 

Taking  the  friend  to  a  nearby  swimming  pool 

He  said,  "This  is  a  house." 

"No,"  was  the  reply. 

He  was  very  hurt  and  disappointed 

So  he  read  a  book  about  houses. 

This  book  mentioned  the  top  of  a  house. 

He  went  to  his  friend, 

Said  "Come," 

And  showing  him  a  wooden  box,  with  a  top, 

Said,  "This  is  a  house." 

"No,"  the  reply  once  again. 

In  desperation,  he  went  back  to  his  dwelling 

Where  he  read  book  after  book  about  houses. 

He  read  and  read  and  read 

Until  he  came  to  a  statement  that 

Spoke  of  the  windows  of  a  house. 

Once  more  he  rushed  to  his  friend, 

Once  more  he  begged  him  to  come, 

And  once  more 

Taking  him  to  a  junk  pile 

Where  an  old  Pullman  car  had  been  deposited 

He  said,  "This  is  a  house." 

The  friend  hesitated,  but  finally,  "No." 

Time  passed 

A  long  time  passed 

And  another  friend  came  and  asked  him  to  build 

a  house. 
"I  don't  even  know  what  a  house  looks  like." 
"That's  all  right, 
You  can  look  at  my  plans." 

He  consented, 

Followed  the  plans, 

And  built  the  things  he  didn't  know 

Were  in  a  house. 

Things  like  foundations,  supports. 

He  dug  very  deep  into  the  ground 

And  finally 

After  many  mistakes 

And  many  times  starting  over 

He  finished  the  plans. 

For  the  first  time 

He  knew  what  a  house  looked  like. 

Man  asked  me  to  describe  love. 
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Toto  Me  Shen 


(Continued  from  Page  13) 

"Ah,  young  sir,  come  forward.  You  have  saved  my 
little  dog.  Ah,  bring  him  here.  My  sweet  pet,  are  you 
in  good  health?" 

"Yes'm,  he  feels  fine.  He's  a  great  little  dog.  I  fed 
him.  Him  and  me — well,  he's  swell.  I  hope  you'll  be 
happy  with  Tuffy.   He's  a  great  little  dog,  I  mean." 

Joseph  Patrick  O'Hoolahan  sadly  surrendered  the 
bundle  of  dog  to  Her  Majesty.    The  Princess  smiled. 

"Ah,  thank  you,  small  one.  And  what  have  you 
named  my  honorable  pet — "Tuffy?"  Ah,  so.  He  is  the 
last  of  our  royal  dogs.  You  must  know  that  in  my 
country  he  is  called  Toto  Me  Shen." 

"Well,  I  like  Tuffy  better." 

"Sure,  and  it's  about  time  for  us  to  leave  Her 
Honor,  the  Princess,  me  boy.  It's  late,  and  you  and  me 
have  got  to  go." 

"Goodbye." 

"Thank  you  both,  kind  sirs." 


"And  so  you  saw  a  real  live  princess  in  the  flesh, 
did  you?"  Mike  was  eager  to  know  every  detail  of  the 
princess  and  our  reception  in  the  Yellow  Sun  Room  of 
the  Chinese  ambassador's.  I  lived  in  glory  for  a  couple 
of  weeks  and  swelled  my  chest  with  pride  when  people 
whispered  behind  me  back  that  I  was  one  of  the  ones 
who  saved  the  royal  princess's  dog.  I  got  a  chipper 
greeting  from  the  sergeant  when  I  phoned  in  at  night. 

"Saved  any  Pekineses  lately,  O'Stean?" 

Three  and  a  half  weeks  later,  I  was  up  at  123rd 
checking  out  a  burglary  alarm.  I  didn't  find  much,  not 
even  enough  to  talk  about  when  I  dropped  in  at  the 
Blue  Tulip. 

"How's  tricks,  Mike,  me  lad?" 

"I'm  worried,  O'Stean.  The  dog  you  and  the  kid 
found — well,  he's  in  trouble  again.  The  papers  say  he 
won't  eat — not  lobster  claw,  not  imported  bean  sprout 
one,  not  nothin'.  He's  sick.  The  princess  has  post- 
poned her  wedding  again.  I  can't  live  through  another 
crisis.  The  whole  country  can't,  either.  What  we  gonna 
do?" 

Well,  I  looked  up  Joseph  Patrick  O'Hoolahan,  who 
was  hanging  over  a  bridge  rail  in  Scaton,  fishing  with 
a  line  and  a  bent  hair  pin.    He  had  caught  three  old 


shoes  and  an  empty  tomato  can,  but  no  fish.    I   told 
him  about  the  princess  and  her  dog. 

Me  and  the  boy  hopped  into  the  nearest  subway 
and  rode  over  to  the  Chinese  ambassador's.  We  were 
ushered  into  the  waiting  room  and  asked  to  be  seated. 
Soon,  a  young  Chinese  appeared  and  informed  us  that, 
though  it  was  very  late,  the  Princess-to-be,  Yat-so-not, 
who  was  so  eager  to  see  all  those  concerned  with  the 
fate  of  her  little  pet,  would  receive  us  in  the  Grey  Sun 
Room.    We  went  in. 

"Ah,  you  Americans  have  returned  in  this  time  of 
sadness.  What  am  I  to  do?  Toto  Me  Shen  refuses  to 
eat.  All  our  learned  doctors  have  given  much  good 
advice  which  does  not  seem  to  work.  Alas  and  alack, 
we  are  lost.    Ah,  so." 

"Tuffy's  sick  of  that  stuff.  Feed  him  some  corn- 
flakes.  Add  some  hamburger.   That'll  fix  him." 

We  all  eagerly  awaited  the  results.  The  little  mutt 
was  brought  in  on  a  red  silk  pillow  and  he  wagged 
his  tail  a  bit  when  he  saw  the  boy.  The  princess  sent 
orders  to  the  royal  Chinese  chef  for  some  cornflakes 
and  a  hamburger  all  the  way.  In  a  twinkling,  the  little 
mutt  was  gobbling  away. 

The  princess  was  thrilled. 

I  was  ecstatic. 

Mike,  at  the  Blue  Tulip,  was  greatly  relieved  that 
the  world  situation  could  relax  into  its  usual  state  of 
confusion. 

But  the  happiest  fellow  in  the  whole  bunch  was 
the  O'Hoolahan  kid.  You  see,  Princess  Yat-so-not  de- 
cided that  her  little  dog  would  be  better  off  with  some- 
one who  understood  his  Pekinese  moods,  and  so  she 
gave  Toto  Me  Shen  to  the  kid,  which  was  a  real  fine 
gesture,  if  you  ask  me,  for  a  real  princess  to  make. 

"Ah,  my  kind  little  friend.  Toto  Me  Shen  is  to  be 
dead,  and  be  born  again  as — how  you  say  it? — "Tuffy." 
Ha!  Ha!   The  Princess,  Yat-so-not  commands  it." 

So  Joseph  Patrick  O'Hoolahan  and  his  new  pal, 
Tuffy,  a  royal  Chinese  Pekinese  by  right,  left  the  Grey 
Sun  Room  at  the  Chinese  ambassador's. 

I,  Angus  O'Stean,  am  still  patrolling  the  night  shift 
beat,  10  p.m. -5  a.m.,  and  meeting  Mike  at  the  Blue 
Tulip  for  some  talk  and  a  smoke  or  two.  We  remember 
old  times  and  the  story  of  a  boy  and  a  Chinese  dog. 
Ah,  so. 
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Night  Sky 


ROBERT  STANSEL 
Pain's  brother  rides  a  white  horse 
Softly  across  the  black  and  airless  sky. 
That  sky  is  stilly  inscrutable; 
Nothing  tangible  of  its  dark  laughter  is  here; 
And  its  hopelessness,  its  acromatic  gestures  of  despair, 
Must  be  seen  only  by  the  invaded  mind: 
Are  reflected  only  in  the  invaded  mind. 
That  viscously  enervating  curtain 
Yet  pierces  and  brings  acuteness  to  its  suffering  victim, 
And  the  deadness  is  broken  only  by  Selene's  eternal  grimace. 

And  lying  nature,  its  fatuous  friendliness  laid  open 

By  processes  it  set  in  motion  itself, 

Reveals  a  blank  and  softly  screaming  face: 

A  mirror  of  darkness  to  ensnare  and  kill  the  soul. 
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Solitude 


Conceived  in  loneliness. 


BOB  HOUSTON 


Rhythm  from  a  muffled 

pendulum  stroke. 

Woodwinds  of  my  breath, 

And  my  breath  alone. 


Drums  of  my  heart, 


And  my  heart  alone. 


Brass  of  a  distant, 


vanishing, 

also-lonely  train's  horn. 


Violins  of  a  pen, 


Shrieking  on  paper — 

And  cricket's  legs  cellos. 

Consummated  in  the  dark,  insular  theatre 
of  my  brain — 

My  symphony  of  silence 
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An  Unforgotten  Craft 

JOHN  FOUST 


Pulsing  like  an  ebbing  heart 
Embers  cast  against  the  dark 
Heated  waves  of  pain. 

Minutes,  hours,  aeons  pass. 
No  longer  lives  the  flame 
To  change  the  tides  of  men. 


Music 


KATHERINE  BIRCHEAT 
On  quailing  sounds  that  beat  my  heart  so  fast, 
That  stirs  my  being  into  rapture  unsurpassed — 
Where  are  the  notes  to  cage  you  in  a  song? 
Imprint  this  brief  hour  within  my  mind 

before  you've  gone; 
Let  some  instrument  record  your  melody  divine! 
Oh  heaven  of  music,  instill  within  my  soul, 

this  song  of  mine. 
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Trip  Home 


WILLIAM  POSEY 


"Come  at  once,"  the  telegram  had  read — without 
any  explanation  or  elaboration.  It  hardly  seemed  pos- 
sible that  anything  in  Lankershire  could  be  that  im- 
portant— but  never,  even  as  a  child,  had  I  heard  of 
Jeffers  getting  excited  over  anything.  I  could  still  see 
the  frown  on  Charlie's  face  when  I  asked  for  a  fort- 
night leave  on  such  a  short  notice.  Too  bad  business 
was  slow  or  I'm  sure  he  could  have  thought  up  a  tre- 
mendous excuse  for  my  staying  in  London. 

The  train  was  making  headway  and  the  early 
morning  dew  on  the  fields  gave  the  whole  world  a  sense 
of  freshness.  I  relaxed  and  leaned  back  to  enjoy  the 
view — pausing  to  chuckle  at  a  middle-aged  American 
couple  pondering  over  a  condensation  of  the  works 
of  Shakespeare,  obviously  anxious  to  get  off  the  train 
at  Stratford  appearing  brilliant,  as  all  Americans  are 
supposed  to  appear. 

Suddenly  I  realized  I  couldn't  relax.  For  some  rea- 
son I  was  as  tense  as  when  I  was  returned,  on  this 
same  train,  to  my  father  for  that  nasty  debate  with  that 
bloody  fool  of  a  headmaster.  My  thoughts  suddenly — 
mysteriously — without  my  control,  shifted  from  myself 
to  Jeffers  and  the  strange  telegram.  What  on  earth 
could  possess  the  man?  Surely  this  man  whom  I  re- 
membered as  the  quiet,  studious,  beer-drinking  winner 
of  all  the  pub  room  debates  and  discussions  at  Lanker- 
shire had  facility  to  explain. 

Eileen?  No,  she  had  been  married  over  a  year  and 
wasn't  far  enough  along  with  her  child  to  be  having 
trouble.    Trouble  he  would  have  explained. 

I  thought  of  the  brandy  I  was  carrying  Jeffers. 
A  nip  would  help,  if  I  could  turn  toward  the  wall  and 
not  let  the  Americans  see  me.  I  didn't  have  enough  for 
a  threesome. 

A  cigarette — perhaps  the  American  had  a  light — 
but,  no,  he  would  surely  smell  my  breath. 

I  walked  to  the  end  of  the  car.  A  child  was  playing 
in  the  aisle  in  the  next  car  so  I  chose  not  to  go  further. 
Two  soldiers  were  discussing  their  views  on  the  foreign 
policy.  I  couldn't  have  given  a  damn  less  about  Nehru, 
Ike  or  Atomic  warfare — I  paused  only  to  get  a  light. 

As  I  returned  up  the  car  I  was  extremely  irked 
by  the  condensation,  bound  in  gaudy  red  paper.  I 
thought  of  slapping  it  as  far  as  I  could  from  the  reader's 


hand  and  grinning  at  the  chap.  I  remembered  my 
obligation  to  the  occupation  and  returned  to  my  seat 
for  another  shot  of  brandy. 

Finally,  after  what  seemed  like  an  eternity  and 
a  pint  of  brandy  later,  we  arrived  in  Lankershire.  Noth- 
ing seemed  to  have  changed  since  the  last  time  I  made 
this  trip  except  that  my  angry  father  wasn't  standing 
on  the  platform.  Reflecting,  I  remember  being  ex- 
tremely irked  at  seeing  old  Jeffers  sitting  quietly  against 
the  building,  appearing  as  if  nothing  had  happened — 
ever. 

The  old  man  rose  as  I  stepped  from  the  train  and 
ambled  over  to  greet  me.  A  crisp,  cheerful  word  and 
I  was  following  him  out  into  the  street.  I  looked  ques- 
tioningly — expecting — half  demanding  some  word  of 
explanation.  He  gave  none.  I  remember  his  muttering 
something  about  a  long  hard  trip  from  London  and 
guiding  me  toward  the  White  Crane. 

I  put  down  my  suitcase  and  sat  at  one  of  the  tables 
near  the  door  while  Jeffers  went  to  the  bar  for  beers. 
I  must  have  spoken  to  at  least  thirty  old  friends  of  the 
family  who  were  passing  their  usual  afternoon  solving 
the  problems  of  the  world  over  the  White  Crane's  weak 
tea  and  cheap  beer.  There  were  the  usual  questions 
and  my  usual  answer  of  just  wanting  to  get  away  from 
it  all.  I  pleaded  ignorance  of  the  political  affairs  in 
London  and  commented  I  didn't  know  if  Winnie  was 
really  too  old  to  learn  to  play  golf  or  not. 

Jeffers  finally  returned  with  the  beer,  for  which 
I  was  now  more  than  ready,  and  joined  me  at  the  table. 
"Perplexing,  isn't  it?",  he  asked,  looking  around  the 
room.  A  strange  question  I  thought,  especially  since 
I  should  be  asking  the  questions.  He  chuckled  when 
I  asked,  "The  telegram  or  what?"  "Life,"  said  the  old 
man  and  hastily  returned  to  his  beer.  A  strange,  very 
cold  sensation  settled  in  the  area  around  my  spine. 
I  realized  that  Jeffers  was  not  this  inconsiderate  and 
that  whatever  I  had  come  to  Lankershire  to  see  was 
too  important  to  discuss  openly  or  attract  attention 
from  the  villagers  with  secretive  actions. 

Almost  shakedly  I  clutched  my  beer.  We  drank 
fast,  and  without  comment  he  started  for  the  door.  I 
grabbed  my  bag  and  followed  him  into  the  street  and 
down  to  the  book-filled  edifice  he  called  home. 
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I  remember  Jeffers  saying  something  about  my  for- 
getting that  he  couldn't  get  brandy  too  easily  in  Lanker- 
shire.  He  must  have  known  where  his  pint  went  be- 
cause he  never  mentioned  it  again. 

Once  inside  the  house  Jeffers  told  me  to  set  my 
bag  any  place  and  led  the  way  to  the  library.  When 
we  entered  the  big  room  Jeffers  began,  "I  can't  explain 
this  to  you  in  a  logical  manner.  I'll  just  show  you 
what  I  have  found  and  let  you  judge  for  yourself."  He 
pointed  toward  a  large  book-filled  table  in  the  center 
of  the  room.  I  moved  over  to  the  table  cautiously  as 
if  I  was  a  little  afraid  of  what  I  was  going  to  see.  A 
neat  stack  of  twenty-seven  handwritten  volumes  on  one 
end  of  the  table  caught  my  eye.  The  rest  of  the  table 
was  filled  with  many  large  and  difficult  looking  books 
and  papers.  On  the  floor  was  a  small  hand-carved 
wooden  chest  smelling  of  fresh  earth.  I  moved  toward 
the  neat  stack.  Jeffers  was  mumbling  something  about 
obtaining  the  property  site  of  the  old  abbey  at  Chester.  I 
felt  as  though  I  were  missing  something  very  important. 

I  remember  looking  at  first  with  interest  and  then 
with  complete  fascination.  I  was  startled  when  Jeffers 
re-entered  the  room  with  more  beer  and  what  appeared 
to  be  food.  "Better  eat  this,"  he  said,  and  I  realized  I 
was  quite  hungry.  I  looked  at  my  watch — it  hardly 
seemed  possible — but  Jeffers  confirmed  that  I  had  been 
reading  for  seven  hours. 

"See  why  I  didn't  say  anything?",  he  asked.  I  saw 
and  nodded  so. 

"What   in   the   name   of  "    I   started   to    ask 

what  in  the  name  of  heaven  we  were  going  to  do,  but 
my  mind  stumbled  on  the  phrase  and  nothing  came  out. 
Jeffers  finally  broke  the  pregnant  silence  by  asking 
what  I  thought  we  ought  to  do  with  this  information. 
I  looked  solemnly  at  Jeffers  and  then  at  the  table,  never 
breaking  the  silence. 

For  two  weeks  we  ran  tests,  checked  and  rechecked 
validity.  While  Jeffers  ran  chemical  tests  I  went  to 
the  next  town  for  a  Greek  dictionary. 

There  could  be  no  doubt.  We  had  stumbled  onto 
a  great  truth. 

I  wired  Charlie  not  to  expect  me  for  at  least  an- 
other week. 

Armed  with  what  we  knew  to  be  an  unquestion- 
able truth,  Jeffers  and  I  consumed  alternately  what 
must  have  been  record  amounts  of  beer  and  black  cof- 
fee during  four  sleepless  days  and  nights.  Jeffers  com- 
piled many  pages  of  pro's,  con's,  social  repercussions 
and  other  relevant  data. 


"Perhaps,"  Jeffers  finally  ventured,  "if  every- 
one knew  the  actual  source,  they  would  be  more 
impressed  with  its  merit  and  actual  practical 
value." 

"No,"  I  countered,  "they  would  only  see  the 
false  crutch  that  supported  it  for  years  and  would 
feel  relieved  from  a  burden." 

Jeffers  insisted,  "This  will  take  away  all  the 
phony  ideas  and  trimmings  and  emphasize  the 
great  value  as  a  workable  social  guide. 

This  discussion  went  on  for  hours  and  finally 
by  pointing  out  the  great  risk  of  losing  the  little 
good  that  had  been  done  in  this  field,  Jeffers 
agreed.  We  collected  and  destroyed  all  material 
that  possibly  could  ever  prove  or  even  hint  at  this 
now  forever  hidden  secret. 

Often  I  look  back  on  this  segment  of  my  life 
and  wonder  if  Jeffers  and  I  didn't  rob  the  world 
of  a  great  truth  or  if  really  we  saved  it  from  one. 

Since  we  destroyed  all  material  that  could 
prove  or  in  any  way  logically  hint  at  this  truth, 
our  findings  would  have  little  effect  on  the  world 
today.  Yes,  about  the  only  reaction  I  could  count 
on  if  I  announced  to  the  world  that  the  complete 
New  Testament  was  written  by  John  Allen  Mor- 
gan, a  medieval  Lankershire  town  drunk,  is  that 
I  would  most  likely  lose  my  job  as  assistant  pastor 
at  Westminister  Abbey. 
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The  Eternal  Question 

BONNIE  AYERS 
I  wonder  why  we  poets  only  find 
Release  of  true  emotion  in  a  line 

Upon  a  page  and  not  upon  a  face. 
I  wonder  why  we  actors  only  play 
Our  chosen  role  by  night  and  not  by  day 

So  none  can  see  and  know  our  honored  place. 
I  wonder  why  we  writers  only  write 
Our  deepest  human  thoughts,  then  call  them  "trite" 

To  save  a  mocking  world  its  ridicule. 
I  wonder  why  we  liars  only  lie 
To  those  who  would  be  friends  until  they  die 

To  spare  ourselves  the  well-earned  name  of  Fool. 
I  wonder  why  we  blind  will  only  hear 
The  laughter  but  will  fail  to  see  the  tear 

That  falls  from  Poet's  pen  to  write  a  line. 
Oh,  tell  me  why  we  sinners  only  pray 
And  never  let  another  hear  us  say, 

"Oh,  be  my  friend,  and  teach  me  to  be  thine." 
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